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English street. The babble within the bazaar Is beyond
description. Your first conjecture is that a free fight is
about to begin between the tradesman and his customer ;
but, on making ready to intervene in the cause of peace,
you find to your pleasure or your chagrin that the vociferous
couple shake hands, first by touching the right hand and
then by raising both hands to the right eye, after which the
shopkeeper makes tender inquiries as to his customer's
health, and then the bargaining begins. It took me over
an hour to buy a few yards of cloth. The ancient draper
was too lazy to reach out for the stuff himself, so he ordered
his boy to bestir himself in my interests. The cloth being
handed to him, the draper fingered it caressingly, saying :
"The cloth is soft to the touch, its splendour dazzles the
eyes ! Such an exquisite material has not been seen in this
market for years ! " The cloth was to my liking, and so I
made haste to ask the price of it. The draper shook his head
reprovingly. Then he said : " Hurry and haste belong to
Satan: I usually sell this cloth at thirty piastres a yard to
my customers, but to you I will sell it for twenty-five, because
you have found favour in my sight/* I made him a counter-
bid of five piastres a yard in order to cut the barter short.
Whereupon the draper, nodding in admiration of my guile,
gazed around him for close on five minutes. When he opened
his mouth at last it was to say in his most winning voice:
" My good sir, since you are looking so well, so handsome,
and so distinguished, I will part with this priceless material
at the trifling cost to yourself of fifteen piastres a yard.1'
" Not so," I replied. " Since you are a bright old man I
will increase my favour in your sight by adding a piastre to
my last bid; in other words, I now offer you six piastres
a yard." The draper raised his hand to Heaven. " That
is impossible ! I ask pardon of God." I now turned on
my heel and walked away. He called me back at once.